AN   ODE  UPON  A  QUESTION   MOVED     45

"Nay, I protest, though Death with his                45

Worst counsel should divide us here,
His terrors could not make me fear

To come where your lov'd presence is,

" Only if love's fire with the breath

Of life be kindled, I doubt                                 50

With our last air 'twill be breathJd out,

And quenched with the cold of death.

" That if affection be a line

Which is clos'd up in our last hour,

Oh how 'twould grieve me any pow'r                 55

Could force so dear a love as miner7

She scarce had done, when his shut eyes

An inward joy did represent,

To hear Celinda thus intent
To a love he so much did prize.                             60

Then with a look, it seem'd, deni'd

All earthly pow'r but hers, yet so

As if to her breath he did owe
This borrow'd life, he thus repli'd:

" O You wherein they say souls rest                      65

Till they descend pure heavenly fires,
Shall lustful and corrupt desires

With your immortal seed be blest ?

"And shall our love, so far beyond

That low and dying appetite,                             70

And which so chaste desires unite,
Not hold in an eternal bond ?

" Is it because we should decline,

And wholly from our thoughts exclude

Objects that may the sense delude,                    75

And study only the divine?

"No, sure, for if none can ascend

Ev'n to the visible degree

Of things created, how should we
The invisible comprehend ?                                    80
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